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	1. History

_Title:_ History (It Doesn't Always Count_)  
>Wordcount:<em> 100_  
>Disclaimer: <em>H2 is the intellectual and artistic property of Adachi Mitsuru...not me._  
>Notes:<em> Well...It's exactly what it is. I have a bunch of drabbles for this series that haven't gotten to go anywhere. I figure I'll put them up here.

****

* * *

><strong>History<br>**

"We go back too far, don't we?"

They laugh as they walk the old neighborhood, but when they see the apartment complex in the distance his face blanks and her eyes go bright with emotion as they think about the past. Her hand reaches for his, and he catches it, squeezing firmly and steadying her as they reminisce. It's hard to say who's more surprised when he kisses her. He pulls back and she opens her eyes.

He walks her home in silence. Hideo calls out to them as they walk in, and she finally remembers to release his hand.


	2. The Games We Play

_Title: _The Games We Play_  
>Wordcount:<em> 100_  
>Disclaimer:<em> Not mine.  
><em>Notes:<em> Because things are never really gonna be resolved when it's a love pentagon.

* * *

><p><strong>The Games We Play<strong>

It's his first game of the season and the first time he and Hideo have had the bad luck to be playing the same day. So with Haruka somewhere over Europe; Noda, sick; and his parents too far away, there will be nobody he cares about cheering for him, because he knows better than to expect Hikari.

Warm-ups are over, and he was winding up for the first pitch when a commotion in the press stands catches his eye. Hiro double takes: that's Hikari making her way into the box.

The game is his best on record.

_It's nothing special._


End file.
